COLONEL  BRAMBLE

been discovered gradually by very diverse groups whose life was
not the studious, retired and modest one that I had planned for her.
I was far away and, knowing that some of her new friends would
displease me, she had never mentioned them in her letters. Now she
found herself embarrassed and disconcerted by my return. Through
the whole of that leave she made a kind and tender effort to make
me happy, but I was not happy and I left with a memory poisoned
by mysterious telephone calls and incomprehensible allusions. This
she felt, and on the platform of the Gare du Nord she embraced me
with solicitous and desperate tenderness.

Another' of my leaves coincided with the first shots of *Big
Bertha1. When I left the station I could find neither a porter nor a
taxi. Paris was in a state of alerte. 1 walked through empty streets
with my heavy suitcase in my hand. At regular intervals there was
the sound of an explosion. This was a strange kind of raid. That
evening the papers were still talking about aeroplanes, but in the
course of my stay the truth became known and I advised Janine to
take our daughter out of Paris. She had spent the preceding summer
at Bagnoles and at Deauville; from this lime on she travelled,
spending a few months in Brittany and then renting villas in the
Midi. The war had broken up our household like many others; and
this was not the least frightful of its woes, this severing of so many
domestic ties.

At this time I wrote my wife many letters in verse, but they were
addressed to the Natasha and Irene of my imagination rather than to
the real woman, homeless and unhappy, who needed a living
presence rather than poetry. I remember two stanzas:

Ton coeur est transparent pour moi comme un ruisseau.
Comme des poissons d'or, j'y vois fuir tes pensees
Et j'y sais deviner, aux frissons d*un roseau,
L'invisible reseau d'actions effacees.

Si quelque jour, venant s'y refleter, une ombre
Met notre bonheur en danger,
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